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Building Backwards
by Rebecca Warren
Between the growing seasons
when hard rains washed dust down the field rows,
we would go out, sometimes the whole family,
in hunting boots and jackets
to glean a broken harvest,
the scattered things that last
glinting blind and white in the mirrored sun
where once the houses stood and burned and fell
in another century. Or crumbled off Bluff Point
where water carved the land away
to a finger, a pencil point and broke.
And in those humped and corrugated fields
my father trained us to pick and judge the best,
the oldest patterns, shattered to a puzzle
and not yet lost.
Salt glaze and pipe stems, feather edge and Canton plate;
pieces of the past for him still passing.
Basket weave, magnesia bottle blue,
a doll's head, a button, a tooth.
Our eyes were small and sharper.
Closer to the ground, we always found the best
and took it to him proudly,
the votive that it was.
At home after dark and supper,
Mama washed the china chips in a colander,
strained them like gold,
scrubbed potatoes from the rooted earth.
And under lamplight she arranged the finer pieces,
stepped back and with a praying
mantis caution, tried again
to find a pattern's sense and order,
something she could piece and glue together
whole and useful from the past
my father loved. And knew was lost.
Hands in his pockets,
he stood behind her, patient and sure
she couldn't mend the broken things he lived for,
cataloged in boxes where he kept
the patterns of kaleidoscopic changes.
And loved them for the puzzle's endless search,
the scavenger's art of finding
some hint of all there was.
Trained in that early way of seeing,
I still find pieces, lost and random
in this foreign dirt. And I keep them
half-forgotten and pocketed with change.
Feather edge and Canton plate
so old, so broken, the pieces still remind me
of every promise lost, the broken china blue.
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Of Cannabis, Paradise, and Poison
by Cameron Macauley
My Love is Mary Juana
Growing by a mountain stream
So slender and graceful
In her girdle of green
And I measure the pleasure
Of her gentle, lazy, magic dream
By the blue skies that sparkle
Through the soft, dancing screen
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— Mexican Folk Song
It is a strange thing to consider how
much of the mystery of humanity lies
tangled and enmeshed amidst the
diversity of other living things.
Though we feel inaccessably unique,
towering head-and-shoulders above all
else in Creation, what unthinkable
portion of our singularity do we owe to
other beings with whom we share this
warm little planet? Each animal, each
insect, each green growing leaf con
tributed a fraction to the whole shifting
and shimmering pattern out of which
we arose so many thousands of years
ago.
Consider the brain, the hallmark of
mankind: a cloud of watery paste
nestled inside a bony vault, perched
proudly atop the pedestal of the spine.
More than three-quarters fluid, it floats
in a briny wash, lovingly enbalmed in
layers of transluscent tissue and
gripped by pulsating vessels. Within
this insubstantial lump of custard lies
an enchanted web of frenzied nervous
activity
twelve billion neurons
tingle restlessly, sending and receiving
the countless electrical impulses that
initiate consciousness, movement,
idea. Radiating from this mass of
vibrant flesh is a halo of concepts and
formulations we call the Mind. Hidden
in an ivory tomb, glistening in the dark
Cameron Macauley '79 is an Anthropology
major. His major interest is ethnopharmacology.
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English drug user of the 1840's. Portrait of Sir Thomas Phillips.
with unrealized thoughts, mysterious
dreams, and forgotten feelings, it
seems impenetrable except by its own
curiosity.
The very essence of this sparkling
tapestry of cognition, woven so neatly
each fraction of a second, lies in the
chemistry of the brain's watery world.
Should the merest breath of an alien
substance slip furtively into the stream,
and so enter the Sanctum Sanctorum of
the Lord of Thought? A weird unholy
apparition arises in your mind, new
embroideries of perception swirl into
reality, and, compounding each other,
they plunge towards the chaos of
psychosis.
Deep in the reaches of the twilight
past, Mother Nature cherished and
nurtured our primitive predecessors in
the grassy African savannahs until we
arose unsteadily to our feet, and, tool
in hand, shuffled forth to seek the
world. As the first of the human
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species spread out over the face of the
earth, they came to know the spirits
that reside in every boulder, rivulet,
tree stump shrub, and flower. It soon
became evident that some of these
possessed cruel and deadly powers.
About 50,OCX) years ago, wandering
nomads passed through the wilds of
Central Asia, along the eastern shores
of the Caspian Sea. They hunted
groundhogs, porcupines, and wild
horses, but there were few plants to
provide nuts or sweet berries. Tall
grasses blanketed the hills and
meadows, bearing small yellow seeds.
These could be ground into a coarse
flour which served to make a kind of
greenish bread. But the plant had
strange powers, and if one was not
careful to break open the sticky,
resinous buds and so liberate the seed
from its mother, an evil spirit would
visit in the night, bringing on a
whirling rush of sounds and colors,

words and thoughts that only demons
know.
If care was taken, however, the
feminine soul of the plant could be
tamed and put to use to soothe a
woman in labor, to tranquilize a
feverish child, or to ease the final
passage of the elderly. As the nomads
continued on their aimless pilgrimage,
they brought the plant into the sunny
valleys of northern China, in what is
now the Honan province. Here, in the
fields surrounding each hamlet
flourished the graceful stalks of Ta-ma.
Here you can see it painted neatly on
the side of a jar laid tenderly in a grave
over six thousand years ago: tiny
pictographs of a five-fingered leaf and
a teardrop flower bud.
This same plant is one with which
we are still intimately familiar, known
as marijuana, or Cannabis sativa. A
species native to Afghanistan, it is one
of the two known members of the
family Cannabaceae, the other bearing
the unlikely name of Humulus lupulus,
the hops plant. How odd that these
two should be so deeply involved in
the manipulation of the mindl
Although hops contributes nothing
more than a bittersweet flavor to our
beer, Cannabis possesses a unique and
powerful psychogen that has pursued
us throughout our history.
The Neolithic farmers of China
found this wondrous weed useful in
several ways. Her fibrous stems they
called hsi, which produced hemp for
cloth, baskets, rope, and fishnets; her
pollen-dusty flowers were p'o, and
yielded a fragrant incense; her yellow
seeds were jen, and made a crude flour
and an oily glaze for pottery. But the
soft, moist buds that held the powers
of this green goddess were Ma-fen: the
poisonous fruit, and wrinkled sages
would use them to call upon the
Otherworld in no uncertain terms. A
wide pit would be dug, and a small fire
kindled in the corner. When it was
reduced to red coals, the ancient healer
would descend into this hollow,
drawing a cloth overhead to conceal
the mysteries of his divination.
Chanting softly, the sorcerer casts ripe
buds upon the embers, and as a
pungent smoke fills his eyes and
nostrils, all manner of marvelous
bewildering visions visit him,
whispering of the future and of truths

unknown.
Beyond the tales told by grave-gods
we find Cannabis intertwined into the
very origins of literature in China. It is
said that one T'sai Lun used old
fishnets, ragged cloth and raw hemp,
pressed together again and again, to
fabricate a smooth cream-colored sheet
of paper on which could be painted all
our lore and learning. And it is on such
a scroll of hemp-paper that we find the
oft-quoted first reference to the
"medicinal" properties of Cannabis, in
what must be the earliest drugcatalogue and pharmacopoeia in
existance, the Pen-ts'ao Ching, at
tributed to the legendary Emperor
Shen-nung of about 2000 B.C. but
undoubtedly based on traditions
originating in the distant prehistoric
past. The good emperor tells us:
"The fruits of Ma-fen, if taken in ex
cess, will produce hallucinations
(literally, "seeing devils"). If taken over
a long term, it makes one communicate
with spirits and lightens one's body."
Borne on the trade-winds of
southeast Asia, Cannabis was carried
westward to India, where it was soon
incorporated into religious practices
involving other psychoactive plants
such as Coleus pumila, Hyosyamus
niger (Henbane), and the poisonous
mushroom, Amanita muscaria. These
plants have been suspected of con
tributing to the legend of the divine
Soma, a probably mythical drink
which induced a profound religious
ecstasy:
"O poet, O Omnipotent Soma, you are
the ocean
Yours is the space of the five regions of
the sky
You have gone beyond the sky and
the earth
You are the stars and the sun, O
brilliant Soma!
-Rig-Veda, Book IX
By 500 B.C. hemp was growing wild
throughout Turkey, the Balkan
peninsula, and along the shores of the
Black Sea, where the historian
Herodotus observed its use among the
nomadic Scythians:
"They have a tree which bears the
strangest produce . . . They throw
some of it upon the fire round which
they are sitting and presently, by the
mere smell of the fumes which it gives
off in burning, they grow drunk, as the
Greeks do with wine . . . Their drunk
enness increasing, they often jump
up and begin to dance and sing."
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The farmers of Persia learned to sow
the little yellow seeds, and called the
plant quan-nap, "that which is sown."
From its flowers they culled pollen and
resin to make a green candy they
called, jokingly, ash-ish or "grass." An
Arabian legend has it that the heavenly
properties of ashish were discovered by
a monk named Shaykh Haydar, who
practiced mystical exercise and excelled
in pious asceticism. One day, deeply
depressed, he felt the desire to find a

New Way:
"In my isolation, I suddenly got the
urge to go out into the countryside.
When I came out, I noticed that every
plant was completely still and showed
not the slighest motion because there
was no wind and the heat was op
pressive. But then, 1 passed by a plant
with leaves and noticed that it was
gently swaying and moving without
any force being exerted upon it, like
one who is intoxicated. I began to pick
a few of the leaves and ate them, and so
was filled with irrepressible joy and
gladness."
When Marco Polo returned from his
adventures in the Far East, he brought
a tale which has lived on in much
distorted form. The story concerns a
rich Persian robber-baron named alHassan ibn al-Sabbah, known as The
Old Man of The Mountain, because he
lived in a castle high on a rocky crag.
Here he had built a magnificent garden
filled with fruit trees, streams of
honey, milk, and wine, gilded palaces,
and lovely women who danced and
sang in a manner most charming to
behold. Al-Hassan kept at his court
many youths to whom he spoke on the
joys of Paradise. Periodically, he
would drug one of these young men
with hashish, and lead them, stupefied,
into the secret garden, where they
would revel until they fell into a deep
sleep. Al-Hassan would then have
them carried out of the garden, and
upon their awakening tell them that
they had indeed visited Paradise. Then
he would command the youth to murder
some rival or local prince, promising
them the rewards of Paradise even if
they should be killed. To strengthen
their hearts for this violent deed, he
would give them some more hashish.
These bloodthirsty killers became
known as "hashashines" from which
our word "assassin" is said to be
derived.
Unfortunately, this pretty anecdote

has little basis in fact. Al-Hassan and
his assassins did actually exist — the
ruined castle is there to this day. But
their name was probably a corruption
of "Hassanines," for there is no record
that hashish was in use in Persia at that
time. Parenthetically, we might note
that hashish intoxication is especially
unsuited for dangerous missions of
assassination. Even so, most dic
tionaries today list "assassin" as a
derivative of "hashish," and this was
used as evidence that marijuana could
induce criminal violence, during the
U.S. Government hearings of 1937,
when Cannabis was made officially
illegal in this country.
Moslem influence over North Africa
and much of southern Europe in
troduced the plant and its uses.
Moorish soldiers are supposed to have
chewed kafir (hashish candy) before
the battle of Tours in 714 A.D. to give
them strength and make them forget
their wounds. "Khannap" found uses
as a textile fiber in medieval Europe,
and "khaenep" was cultivated in
Germany and Poland in the 1300's.
Henry VIII planted fields of "haenep"
or hemp, along with hops, to provide
beer and clothing for the king's men.
The rigging of the Spanish Armada and
the ships of the Conquistadores was of
hemp, and it was planted in Mexico in

the 1500's to replace ropes rotted by
the salt sea breeze. The early crops
were
thoroughly disappointed
however, for in the hot sun the plants
produced many sticky golden buds,
but almost no fiber. Sir Walter Raleigh
was so discouraged that he planted
tobacco instead, a novelty in Europe at
this time, but heartily despised by King
James I.
In the early 17th century, black
slaves were brought in increasing
numbers to work in the sugar cane and
cotton fields of Mexico, Brazil,
Virginia, Cuba and Jamaica. They
came from regions of West Africa where
Cannabis had been in use for over a
thousand years, and soon passed this
knowledge on to the native Indians of
the Americas. It was often mixed with
tobacco, to create a smoking blend
known in Spanish as "mariguango,"
which means "cheap stuff," as opposed
to finer grades of unadulterated
tobacco.
The hemp industry became
profitable in this country by the late
1700's. George Washington cultivated
it, and was vaguely aware of its
analgesic properties, as was Ben
Franklin. It was at this time that Carlus
Linnaeus, making his famous list
of species, characterized hemp as
Cannabis sativa," latinizing the
I
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Persian word and adding "sativa,"
meaning wise, or domesticated.
The development of synthetic fibers
in the 1920's, plus keen competition
from Russian and Phillipine hemp
caused the U.S. to curtail hemp
production, to which large portions of
Ohio and Kentucky had been devoted.
The Prohibition Era created the first
popular demand for marijuana as an
intoxicant, but the governments of
India, Egypt, and the U.S. had become
alarmed at the spreading use of opium
and hashish, and in 1926 these drugs
were outlawed by international
aggreement. The passage of the Tax
Act in the U.S. in 1937 left only pulp
mills, bird-seed and varnish makers the
right to grow Cannabis. The Korean
and Vietnam conflicts were probably
major influences in the growth of the
marijuana cult in the 1950s and 60's,
the effects of which are still very much
in evidence.
And so Cannabis has followed us in
our exploration of the earth, has aided
us in our sensing of the supernatural,
and has provoked both fright and
curiosity in itselucidationanddistortion
of the mind. Now we would probe into
the plant itself: what alien vitality
lurking within those slender leaves
bestows upon it the power to alter
consciousness? What is it in ourselves
that makes us susceptible to this
unearthly phytochemistry, this mere
weed which commands the brain?
When pharmacologists began toying
with plant drugs in the early 19th
century, they were searching for the
legendary Panacea that would cure all
ills and end all pain. More realistically,
perhaps, they hoped at least to find a
drug which would obliterate the brutal
violence of surgery that left the patient
maimed in both body and mind. It was
soon found that of the one hundred or
so plants known to affect the nervous
system, almost all owed their activity
to the presence of alkaloids — bitter,
poisonous,
nitrogen-containing
compounds such as strychnine,
cocaine, caffeine, nicotine, mescaline,
and morphine. It was thus assumed
that the essence of Cannabis was also
an alkaloid, and research was led
astray for many years. Alkaloids called
"trigonellin" and "tetano-cannabinin"
were isolated in minute amounts from
hemp fiber, and were found to have

rather uncomfortable effects when
tested on frogs. In 1842, however, Dr.
William B. O'Shaughnessy observed
the proprietor of a smoking establish
ment in Calcutta preparing bhang, a
drink made of milk, sugar, ginger,
butter, and Cannabis extract. Charas
(hashish) and ghee (clarified butter)
were heated in a pint of water until
only a greasy residue remained. This
was then strained through a cloth to
extract a potent greenish oil. This
crude method indicated that the active
component of Cannabis is fat-soluble
and can be separated in an oleaginous
solution.
Further experiments in the 1840's
centered around a red oil that could be
isolated from the plant by alcohol
distillation. In 1848, Drs. Smith and
Smith reported on the effects of a
purified Cannabis resin:
Two-thirds of a grain of this resin acts
upon ourselves as a powerful narcotic,
and one grain produces complete in
toxication. In this character it is quite
analogous to alcohol, but in its hyp
notic and soothing effects on the
nervous system its resemblance to
morphine is very great."
It is curious to note that it was a
common procedure at this time to test
unkown and possibly even poisonous
new
compounds
by
selfadministration. In 1895, Wood,
Spivey, and Easterfield reported the
isolation of a "ruby-red, high-boiling
viscous oil," which they called Cannabinol.
This red oil is extremely active, and
taken in doses of 0.05 gram produces
decided intoxication followed by a deep
sleep."
These scientists were working at
Cambridge, and had become interested
in the chemistry of Cannabis when the
British Government's Commission on
Indian Hemp Drugs was formed to
determine whether long-term Cannabis
use was debilitating. The commission's
exhaustive 8-volume report included
social,
psychological,
and
physiological studies, but they were
forced to conclude that there was no
evidence of any harmful effects.
In 1899, Wood, Spivey and
Easterfield reported the extraction of
an even stronger form of cannabinol
from hashish. However, their in
vestigation was terminated abruptly by
a series of tragic accidents. Wood, after
ingesting cannabinol at the time he was

preparing zinc ethyl, lost con
sciousness; the zinc ethyl ignited, and
he was barely rescued from the flaming
laboratory with severe burns.
Easterfield lost his life in a violent
laboratory explosion while attempting
to hydrogenate cannabinol, and
Spivey suffered a similar fate while
studying nitro-cannabinolacetone.
This effectively stunted Cannabis
research for some forty years, except
for the anticlimatic discovery in 1932
that pure cannabinol has, in fact, no
physiological effects whatsoever on the
human body.
Advances in analytical chemistry in
the 1940 s and 50's stimulated further
exploration of the weed. A group of
pharmacologists in Jerusalem, Israel
launched a sophisticated series of
experiments to determine the active
compound in Cannabis and its effects,
as it had been considered a social
problem in the Middle East since the
1300's. In 1964, Raphael Mechoulam
and Yehudi Gaoni concluded that a
substance
called
delta-l-tetrahydrocannabinol, or delta-THC, was
the major active principle in Cannabis.
All subsequent work of any
recognition has dealt either with pure
THC or plant material containing a
known amount of this ingredient.
Why exactly does Cannabis produce
THC, besides for mere human
gratification? As the Conquistadores
were disappointed to note, Cannabis
grown in tropical climes where sunlight
is intense produces little fiber but
prodigious quantities of sticky resin,
which is exuded from the bracts and
buds to cover them with a thick golden
syrup. The leaves of these plants
acquire a deep purplish hue, while
those grown in shady or northern
regions remain grass-green, with
strong, fibrous stalks.
Essentially, THC and related com
pounds share certain structural char
acteristics which allow them to absorb
and reflect the strong ultraviolet rays
of the sun, which might otherwise
disrupt chromosomes hidden in the
seeds of posterity. Cannabis may,
however, suffer from too little sun
when shaded over by taller plants.
Accordingly, it abandons production
of the magical drug and instead builds
strong, fibrous stems which support
plants often over 20 feet high. Plants
7

growing wild in much of the U.S. (as
well as almost a third of that con
fiscated by the FBI each year) are
devoid of THC. Plants grown in the
southern states are often 2 to 3 percent
THC, while those from the highlands
of Mexico, Jamaica, Pakistan, and
Cambodia may yield up to 10 percent.
A few varieties, carefully selected for
their mind-altering qualities, produce
enough THC to poison the plant before
maturity.
How does this substance, so in
nocently produced to prevent sunburn,
transanimate and modulate our
perceptions
like
a
prismatic
kaleidescope7 Whither do we soar,
what terra incognita of the mind do we
traverse when, inhaling the bittersweet
breath of hashish, we abandon firm
reality?
Seeking eternal enlightenment, or
sublime euphoria, many have cavorted
with Cannabis in her various per
mutations. As a youth, Charles
Baudelaire became involved in a
Parisian literary circle formed to
explore the delights of hashish. This
group, known as "Le Club des
Haschischins,"
included
such
noteworthy persons as Victor Hugo,
Theophile Gautier, Alexandre Dumas,
and Honore de Balzac. The club was
founded partly through the influence
of a Dr. Joseph Moreau de Tours, a
physician at a local insane asylum who
had experimented with hashish and in
1845 had published Du Hachich et de
I Alienation Mentale. This was a
detailed comparison of Cannabis
intoxication with the symptoms of
mental illness, and an outstanding
attempt to link psychopathology with
biochemical dysfunctions. Moreau
believed that hashish induced a model
psychosis, and considered these
literary wits ideal subjects in which to
observe this temporary madness or, as
Baudelaire was later to phrase it, "Les
Paradis Artificiels." Accordingly,
Moreau administered measured
quantities of daxvamesq, a hashish
confection, to a gathering of these
gentlemen one night before dinner.
Both Gautier and Baudelaire were to
write vividly of their experiences:
"First an absurd and irresistible
hilarity comes over you. The simplest
words and ideas take on a bizarre new
aspect . . . Common objects take on

monstrous appearances, revealing
themselves in previously undreamed-of
forms . . . The most inexplicable
transpositions of ideas take place —
sounds have colors, colors are on a
musical scale. Then, absolute tranquil
happiness. Your mind is no longer
spinning and turbulent. It is beatific,
calm, and motionless . . . All con
tradiction has merged into a whole.
Man has come to the gods."
But if such heartfelt happiness is
real, can we actually define the
chemistry of pleasure? Perhaps we may
at least approach it, for THC, like
many other euphoria-producing drugs,
seeps silently into the crevices and
fissures of the brain whence so many of
our daily pleasures arise.
A tiny knot of nerves no larger than
a peach-pit, the hypothalamus lies
snuggled beneath the overshadowing
colossus of the cerebral hemispheres.
This mere lump of tissue is intimately
concerned with the internal signals that
prod us towards dinner, delight us with
its taste, and inform us of repletion.
Here originates our thirst, our love of
warmth, our love for one another. This
Guardian of Gratification welcomes
the embrace of sweet Cannabis, and
the thrill resounds until we are im
mersed in sleep.
And yet more than a few have
suspected that such voluptous
titillation is unnatural, improper,
unintended for mortal men — that it is
an unwholesome consequence of
poisoning that in due time stultifies the
intellect and sets up a dwelling-place
for madness. As Moreau pondered
bliss, so did he fear damnation:
"All joy, all contentment . . . and our
most spiritualistic, idealistic en

joyments could well be in reality only
purely physical sensations, developed
in the core of the brain exactly like
those produced by hashish . . . They
are the feelings of happiness, of in
timate joy in which the sick find so
much hope, and which, alas, are only
precursory symptoms of more violent
insanity."
"BEWARE!" cries the 1930's
government poster, "of Marihuana —
a powerful narcotic in which lurks
Murder! Insanity! Death!" And so
where do we seek the truth7 Is the
helpless disciple of Cannabis any closer
than the stern denouncer of the Evil
Weed?
Science, in struggling to answer this
question, has fallen prey to the various
biases of those who would use
"scientific evidence" to prove their
inner convictions. And yet dogs, rats,
monkeys, and pigeons, injected with
massive doses of extract, have simply
dropped into a restless sleep, to awake
groggily within a day. A young French
soldier was found unconscious in his
room, which also contained a large
Turkish hookah. After a coma of four
days' duration, he awoke and admitted
that he had smoked several ounces of
hashish in an attempt to commit
suicide. Blood tests indicated that over
2000 milligrams of THC had passed
through his system, which we may
compare to the mere 3 milligrams
necessary to produce a lasting high.
Supposedly
"incontrovertible
proof" that marijuana causes brain
damage was produced in 1968. Ten
young men who had been known
Cannabis users exhibited distin
tegration of large portions of their

brains. Only after this article had
received much publicity in America
and Europe was it revealed that the
subjects had been inmates of a large
mental hospital, and had used alcohol,
LSD, and heroin, or had been involved
in motorcycle or automobile accidents.
Other studies describe hashish-users as
"emaciated, apathetic, and unkempt"
in malnourished and parasite-ridden
populations of Egypt and India, where
hashish may confer what little joy
these people know. Similar studies
focus on strong and healthy Jamaican
sugar-cane cutters, who consume
massive quantities of ganja in order to
perform one of the world's most
strenuous occupations. Recent tests
indicated that a few milligrams of THC
would raise IQ scores by 30 to 40
points. And finally, THC has been
shown to cause a complete recovery of
mice suffering from lung and skin
cancer.
Thus we are evidently a long way
from distinguishing truth from dreams.
Many have grown weary of the ar
tificial paradise of drugs, as transient
as a cloud of smoke. If happiness is so
easily attained, what is its worth?
Perhaps we may conclude that Can
nabis is a vehicle by which we may
carry our understanding a little fur
ther, but that it can never be an end in
itself, lest we ramble in aimless circles.
Nearing the end of his life, Baudelaire,
slave to opium and alcohol and
wracked by syphilis, remarked
wearily yet wisely on hashish: "One
who has recourse to poison in order to
think, will soon be unable to think
without taking poison."
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sculpt in air
with tongue tipped lilt
this fragile vessel
of fine cut line
and linger on its
soft smooth edge
listen to its
clear pure ring

Kristallnacht*
by Micheal Jacobs

now fill the glass
with dark night wine
drain it down
till bitter bite
chokes and gags
so you cough to breath
and spit to cleanse
but too late
the mouth is stained
daylight shows
the broken glass
and clarifies
the color was not black
but red
literally. Night of Broken (.lass": it refers to the night of November 9, 1938, when "spontaneous" German uprisings destroyed thousands of Jewish businesses and homes.
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To Ida Milgrom
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(Anatoly Shcharansky's mother)

I

by Alyssa Salomon
In nightmares
I see faces
outside my window
of withered yellow Jews,
like leafless trees.
I can count
the years
in the rings
around their eyes.
The Jews are mirrored
in the darkness.
Jewish eyes
reflect the hunger

,

3

for children chanting
Torah in the mornings
when weariness clouds
even these memories.
The heart starves
too easily, they whisper.
A woman speaks alone
and a chill
catches my spine.
Barren now,
she knows
God can be buried
with her
in a plain
pine box.
Still, she prays
for Zion.
For her father's promise.
For manna in Siberia
to rain upon her child.
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It's Shabbot eve.
Her face fades
as the last candle
burns itself out.
I can't wake up.
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A Sermon Upon the
Nonexistence of God
by Frederick Turner
Ivan Karamazov says 'If there is no
God, then anything is permitted.'
There are three conventional solutions
to this problem, if we grant the
premise.
One is that reason and enlightened
self-interest will provide foundations
for a general social decency which will
accomodate various differences of
ideology and opinion, and will be
adequate to man's need for order,
harmony, and predictability in life —
Locke's democracy. This position is
demolished, unfortunately, by three
considerations. The first is fun
damental: recent discoveries in
philosophical logic demonstrate that
the reasonableness of reason cannot be
reasonably proved. The second is that
the democratic state is too boring to be
endured by a large minority of human
beings. The third is the realization,
generated by our new understanding of
ecology and evolution, that the benefit
of the human species does not
necessarily coincide with that of
other species. There is, in reason
alone, no reason for preferring the
interests of one species over that of
others, and therefore for promoting
those interests by means of social
harmony and rational justice.
Another answer is that of the
Socialists, who find in history, in the
actual course of events themselves, a
justification for a certain form of social
order, a fortiori. The problem here is
that the actual result of such a belief
appears to be the most terrible crimes
that men have ever committed against
men — whether that belief takes the
form of National Socialism or Inter
national Socialism. No.doubt they had

to be tried, in order that we should find
this out. The revolutionary's selfsacrifice on the altar of history is like
the drunkard's self-sacrifice to the
drug. It resolves all his philosophical,
moral and psychological difficulties,
but at the cost of his capacities as a
sharer in human personal relation
ships, a creator of the world he lives in,
an independent free agent. Those who
deny the reality of these capacities miss
the point, for they must still account for
the fact that if people believe them
selves and others to possess them, then
there are perfectly sound senses of the
words in which they are in
fact real. The only reality one need

claim for these capacities, for them to
be effective and therefore scientifically
undeniable, is that people believe
themselves and others to possess them
— like the value of paper money, for
instance, or the rules of a game, or
certain social institutions like
marriage, which require only com
mitment to their existence in order to
exist.
The third answer is Ivan's own; the
Grand Inquisitor. A class of guardians
or supermen, unbelievers able to bear
the reality of everything's being
permissible and the terrible con
comitant burden of freedom, shall rule
and protect an underclass of believers

n

I

Frederick Turner is an English professor on
the IPHS faculty. He is also the co-editor of
the Kenyon Review.
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whose consequent law-abidingness will
give society its necessary stability.
This position is refuted by the fact
(partly recognized by Ivan) that un
belief itself has no justification for
being considered a more realistic
position with regard to the world than
belief. That is, the relativism with
which the unbeliever demolished the
various beliefs he encountered, must be
applied also, for the sake of con
sistency, to unbelief, too. And since
unbelief is the only posture of mind
with respect to belief that is in this way
self-refuting — the unbeliever must,
consistently, disbelieve in his disbelief
— there is, paradoxically, good reason
for preferring any belief, however
bizarre — as long as it is consistent in
its own terms — to unbelief. Since it is
believers who, because of the consistency of their position, are more
likely to be effective and less likely to
be irresolute than unbelievers, perhaps
the C.rand Inquisitors should be the
believers, and the common folk those
whose unbelief requires them to be
protected from themselves and others.
We return to the premise, 'If God
does not exist.' A traditional
philosopher is stopped here. Voltaire's
Grand Inquisitional joke — 'it would
be necessary to invent Him' — is for the
traditional philosopher only a bitter
piece of retrospection. The conditional
— would be' — is easy to say. It is
harder when it becomes, as it seems to
become, 'it is necessary to invent Him.'
How can one invent God7 Yet if we are
to be saved from the unthinkable —
everything is permissible'
the
project of our time must be to invent,
or to reinvent, God.
But is everything is permissible'
really unthinkable? Yes — literally.

Thought itself requires the im
permissible: the existence of
ungrammatical constructions, for
instance. Perhaps we should not think.
But such a piece of writing as this is
simply not addressed to you who do
not think — indeed, you could not
even be reading it. We,' then, must
invent God.
But in order to invent God we must
avoid the traditional philosopher's
objection that the phrase 'to invent
God' is not wrong, but nonsense, since
by definition God cannot be invented.
In like manner the philosophers of the
sixteenth century argued against
Galileo, pointing out that to say the
earth moves' is nonsense, for one of the
definitions of 'earth' is 'that which does
not move.' (Ironically, according to
modern relativistic physics the
assumption that the earth does not
move is as reasonable a hypothesis as
any, and violates none of the
mathematical laws of the universe.)
We avoid the 'nonsense' objection by
redefining two words: 'God' and
believe.'
God must be redefined as the kind
of thing that can come into existence, a
futurity, in order for Him to be inventable. It is only if we are bound to
notions of time as ruled by cause and
effect, derived largely from a narrow
spectrum of gross physical events
which require that specific conception
of time for their noncontradictory
articulation, that we give greater
dignity to the past (the knowable),
than to the future (the doable), to
causes and foundations than to out
comes and purposes. Only such a
viewpoint would balk at the assigning
of God to the region of the future, of
the doable, of outcomes and purposes

13

— and therefore, to the category of the
inventable.' Again, only if our
mathematics is superior to our
sociology or esthetics, will we be in
clined to value the timeless (the most
rudimentary and primitive level of the
universe's existence) over the higher
temporalities — because mathematics
is so simple, so uncompounded that it
requires no temporal articulation.
Thus the assignation of God by such
philosophers as Plato to the realm of
the eternal, the timeless, and the
mathematical can now be seen as an
insult to Him; and the inventive
faculty, the imagination, which Plato
demoted to the bottom of his hierarchy
of human capacities, the furthest from
the clear vision of God, must be
reinstated as the highest and most
divine of capacities, for it can create
God.
"Believe," moreover, must be
cleansed of its association with the
past, with knowledge, with the
existent. Belief (at least in the religious
sense) can now be seen as the com
mitment with which one invents God:
much like the old idea of faith, the
more praiseworthy the more un
founded. Belief is a characteristic of
action and imagination, not of
knowledge. It is the thrusting-out into
the not (yet) existent.
Ivan Karamazov can be answered in
only one way, then: God indeed does
not exist, and this is the most com
pelling reason for us to believe in Him.
And what follows from this is that
though everything is permissible, not
everything is permitted; and that we
may choose what shall, and shall not,
be permitted; and that the peculiar
shape of this choice shall be the shape
of God.
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Invisible Lady #4
At least your visionary faculty of speech
on a small scale by no means but
legendary in a small way
coruscates and glistens in the sparkling hubbub
invisibly by word of mouth
tongue-tied and inarticulate
on the head of a pin speaking
breathlessly like an angel dancing at full speed
with sedative vanishing
in a flash in your phosphorescent
car made of amphetamine by
light and shade by sparkling plenty and at variance
with your talk of northern lights and
Southern Comfort and the fabled
black and white minstrel made fabulous on high
by Kenneth Bluford

My bassoon quietly wraps itself
(a little too tightly to be comfy)
Around my middle.
Contoured brass shinys slide off and are
Dashed on the ground.
Leaving the dullness of regal gold horses
Just uncovered from a pharaoh's tomb.
Pliant metal constructs the perfect square
not,
Obliterating the view from my navel.
And the sounds!
Never in the history of all bassoondom
Have such atrocities been emitted in the
Name of music (or musak, for that matter)
I totter to the window.
(imagine the difficulties of walking with a
bassoon
surrounding oneself.)
And I wonder how to remove it before
work.
Anne Mundell
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His hugging at Blarney's
Begging save me
I am drunk
I am old
The temptation, envisioning
Of sitting and
Listening, nodding away
The sins of
An old drunk
Poet, professor
A sad wet sleet
I cannot be the pavement
To melt away
All those years
Of children who
Left
A wife that didn't
Understand, or
Perhaps understood
Too well
You frighten me
Your disillusionment
Seems so real
As though it could
Be framed
And hung on the
Wall
And I am young
And cannot, will not
Acknowledge its
Permanence. Instead
I say

W

m

You are old
You are drunk
Go home

y

By the side of the road, behind the mon fence
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The Suburbs are Sighing
i.

A hundred yards away
the black-tarred artery
bears again the constant hum
of the morning's commuting cars.
The suburbs are sighing,
exhaling the spent night
and the early nicotine hacks
speed the multi-colored capsules
back in the flow and merge once more.
They race till reaching the bridges and tunnels
where each cell halts, weakly coagulating.
The build-up clenches, darkening
the tiny bright red vessels
which dot the fattened jowls
of the freshly shaven faces
before they finally loosen away,
murmuring through
to the numbly receiving city.

ii.

And here, the backyard warms to the day;
Tea with toast as the newspaper
tarnishes with yesterday.
My toes scratch a yawning dog's collarbone
while overhead birds voice
a beauty mindlessly
as they skitter and dart in search
for their morning insects and worms.

George Nelson
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Caribou reefer coat

Nevada Route Eighty East
Denise, you're as sweet as the weeping-willow tree in my back yardi
What absurd chain of associations makes me say that,
Here on Nevada Route Eighty East
the soft brown of your hair
quiets even this violent land.
Whatever peace the sky has achieved
it s stolen from your eyes.
The scent of the fields is just
your perfume, and these occasional
shooting stars (one just now) only
trace the line of your profile.
Like a poor sculptor
I pound your likeness out of whatever
is nearest
even in this far and strange state.
Denise, you're as sweet as the weeping-willow tree in my back yard.
What absurd chain of associations makes me say that,
here on Nevada Route Eighty East.
James Agneio
18
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Can One Individual Be "More Natural" Than Another?
(Or "Gee, I'd Give Anything To Be Like That Again.")
by Robert Bennett
Common in literature and in
everyday life is the assertion that
another individual is more natural than
oneself. One such assertion occurs in
Colin Turnbull's The Forest People:

Two passages from Conrad's Heart
of Darkness show that the hero,
Marlow, has the same sort of attitude
toward the natives of the Congo:

One night in particular will always live
for me, because that night I teamed just
how far away we civilized human
beings have drifted from reality. The
moon was full, so the dancing had gone
on longer than usual. Just before going
to sleep I was standing outside my hut
when I heard a curious noise. ... I
wandered over to see what it was.
There, in the tiny clearing, splashed
with silver, was the sophisticated
Kenge, clad in bark cloth, adorned with
leaves, with a flower stuck in his hair.
He was all alone, dancing around and
singing softly to himself as he gazed up
at the treetops. ... I came into the
clearing and asked, jokingly, why he
was dancing alone. He stopped, turned
slowly around and looked at me as
though I was the biggest fool he had
ever seen; and he was plainly surprised
by my stupidity. "But I'm not dancing
alone," he said. "I am dancing with the
forest, dancing with the moon."1

Now and then a boat from the shore
gave one a momentary contact with
reality. It was paddled by black
fellows. You could see from afar the
white of their eyeballs glistening. They
shouted, sang; their bodies streamed
with perspiration; they had faces like
grotesque masks — these chaps; but
they had bone, muscle, a wild vitality,
an intense energy of movement, that
was as natural and true as the surf
along the coast. ^
It was unearthly, and the men were —
No, they were not inhuman. Well, you
know, that was the worst of it — this
suspicion of their not being inhuman. It
would come slowly to one. They
howled and leaped, and spun, and
made horrid faces, but what thrilled
you was just the thought of their
humanity — like yours — the thought
of your remote kinship with this wild
and passionate uproar. ^
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Turnbull yearns to be like Kenge and
throw off the trappings of civilization;
Conrad s hero is repulsed, yet
fascinated; he too is tempted to go
ashore "for a howl and a dance."4 I
must admit to having experienced the
same sort of feeling on a number of
occasions: seeing small children
playing,
adolescents
dancing,
Odysseus exulting in his strength as he
slays the suitors, or New Guinea
tribesman living off the land, I have
wished I were so natural, so in touch
with reality. Not only spontaneity
prompts this emotion: pregnant
women, infants, or very old people
often seem to me closer to what is real
and important in life than the rest of
us. For example, a photograph of
Professor Frank Bailey in the 1967
Reveille, taken not long before he died,
shows an old, wise man so solid that he
might have been carved from wood. In
this paper, I try to deal with what
feelings like Turnbull's, Marlow's, and
my own might mean, of what use they
might be. My conclusions are fairly
negative, but that, I suppose, is what
may happen if we follow Plato's
dictum and let the argument lead us
where it will.
There seem to be two possible
avenues of approach to this question.
One is to examine the word "nature" to
see what it might mean, for if someone
is natural" he ought to be in touch
with nature. The other is to examine
the term "human nature" on the
assumption that the natural person is
close to what human beings really are.
C. S. Lewis has already undertaken the
first part of this endeavor, and Cyrus
Banning the latter, so I am left to
summarize and synthesize, and to try
to avoid violently misrepresenting
either.
Lewis examines the English word
nature" and its equivalents in other

!

languages, including the Latin natura
and the Greek physis, in the first
section of his Studies in Words.
According to him, there are two basic
meanings for these three terms. The
first is "sort, kind, quality, character,
what this is like," as in the phrase "the
nature of the beast." So natura relates
to natus, a noun meaning "birth," and
can itself mean "the sexual organs";
physis means "beginning, coming to
be," as well as "description," and is
related to a verb meaning "grow." The
second basic meaning is quite different.
Everything there is." "Nature" in this
sense has no opposite whatever, so that
when we say that something, even an
abstraction, is part of nature, we don't
know any more about it than we did
before we made the statement. It is
difficult to imagine how the same word
might mean both "what this is like,"
and "everything there is"; Lewis
suggests that it may come from
Empedocles' work on what exists,
titled roughly The physis of things
that are."6
After the Greek Presocratics, at any
rate, other thinkers came up with the
idea that there was physis or natura
and something else, working with the
second basic definition of the word
(what Lewis calls the "dangerous
sense, since it is lurking in the
background of our own minds and our
listeners' minds every time we use the
word, in whatever context) and
modifying it in some way. To Plato,
what there was besides physis was the
forms. To Aristotle, physis had within
it the principle of change, as he points
out at the beginning of his Physics, and
what else existed was mathematical
Robert Bennett teaches in the Classics
department. This article grew out of the 1978
Faculty Summer Seminar, "Culture and
Nature: the Human Reflection."

abstractions and the unmoved mover.
To Christianity, the "something else"
was God, the creator of physis, both in
Genesis and in pagan myths of
creation; the other part of what exists
is the disorder, the chaos, out of which
nature, the cosmos, is made.7
Besides being demoted, however.
Nature has also been elevated into the
force, or mind, controlling everything
there is: Great Mother Nature. It is she
who does nothing by leaps, abhors a
vacuum is die gute Mutter, is red in
tooth and claw, never did betray the
heart that loved her, eliminates the
unfit, surges to ever higher and higher
forms of life," etc.8
Thus, in many of our ordinary uses
of "nature," we have gotten very far
indeed from "everything there is." We
can see this by looking at several terms
that are viewed as opposites to
natural.' (Lewis lists a good many
more; this group seems most relevant
to the topic at hand):
1. Natural and supernatural. An
odd distinction if we are working with
the "dangerous sense," since trolls must
be part of what exists if they in fact do
exist, as must ghosts. The meaning
here is probably influenced by the
concept of the Great Mother Nature,
and is something like "What we or
dinarily believe exists; what conforms
to our experience." Not what Turnbull
means, clearly.
2. Natural and unnatural. The
unnatural is what has changed from its
original sort for the worse. Thus the
timid man who becomes brave is not
"unnatural," but one might call
"unnatural" fratricide, homosexuality,
perpetual continence, or whatever
particular thing the speaker happens
not to like. Here "unnatural" is a value
judgment. This is probably involved
in the statement that something is
21

"more natural," we are saying, "I like
that."
3. Natural and interfered with ( =
cultural). This is a sort of silly
distinction because everything is in
terfered with. To ants, an anthill
would not be natural in this sense and a
brick wall would; to us, it's again a
useful source of value judgments,
depending on whether we see the
interference as an improvement or not.
When we say that another human
being is "more natural" we may be
implying that he is "not interfered
with" but this too is basically
somewhat foolish, since every human
being is interfered with by culture.
There is no such thing as a human
nature independent from culture; even
our physical traits have been culturally
determined.0
4. Natural and rational. Here
"natural means what there is in people
that isn't specifically human, what
humanity shares with animals.
Consider the phrase "a call of nature,"
or the practice of calling an idiot "a
natural." There may be a bit of this in
the practice of calling other individuals
"more natural," but most things that
fall under this category would apply to
all human beings. The "call of nature"
is a universal one, for instance.
5. Natural and conventional.10 This
is what is at issue in Sophocles'
Antigone. One may claim, "my in
feriority to you is legal and con
ventional, not natural." This may be
involved in Turnbull's and Marlow's
assertions; the counter would be that
all human institutions are con
ventional, even the notion that one can
dance with the moon. An interesting
related phrase is "the law of nature"
which may either be that of Mother
Nature, what is really in the final sense
right, or may be what everything in
fact does if not trained not to do it.

In calling someone "more natural,"
then, we are stating that we like the
person. We may also be implying that
we think he is not interferred with by
custom or convention, but since this is
not true of human beings, even
newborn ones, we are in error. We
are probably caught in the original dis
tinction between the two basic
senses of "natural," for we are im
plying that the person is part of
everything there is (which doesn't seem
worth saying) and also that the person
is like what human beings are like, is
conforming to the character of human
beings. We ought then to examine
what the character of human beings
might be, what we mean when we talk
about "human nature."
What is a theory of human nature?
We might first consider why we talk
about "human nature" so much in the
first place, since "canine nature" and
"angelic nature" aren't popular topics
of conversation. In discussing human
nature, we seem to have the notion of
the type of something. We are mixing
what exists with what we feel ought to
exist, the type to which it ought to
conform. If we describe what exists,
"human nature," might be thought of
as a list of defining criteria, including
"having an opposable thumb."
However, if Darwin has done nothing
else for us, he ought to have broken us
of the idea that any species can have
defining criteria.
We often use the phrase "human
nature" to express what is acceptable
or excusable. Lewis offers an example
from H. Rider Haggard's She: "Be
pitiful . . . it is but Nature working. »11
Other examples are "Boys will be boys;
you can't change human nature." "It's
only natural for her to feel that way."
There is also an element of prediction
in such statements, as in Thucydides'
assertion that wars are inevitably going
to continue as long as human nature
stays the same.12

It is difficult to understand what the
statement, "Human nature is basically
evil," means, when it is closely
examined. Does it mean that all human
beings will do bad, other things being
equal? Does it mean that all human
beings cannot possibly do good? Both
would seem impossible to support,
since human beings obviously do a
variety of very bad things and very
good things. For the same reasons, the
opposite statement, "Human nature is
basically good," is equally difficult to
understand on examination.
The term "human nature," then
(Banning concludes, and I agree), is a
value judgment intended to stop the
discussion. In most of the cases in
which we ordinarily use the phrase, it
is an excuse for behavior. If the phrase
"more natural" means "more in
conformity to human nature," then
once again we are saying little more
than "I like this person." Clifford
Geertz has argued, "there is no such
thing as a human nature independent
of culture." One might well add that
there is no such thing as a human
nature including culture, either. Thus,
believing that someone is "more
natural" than oneself is like trying to
get back to the Garden of Eden,
something impossible botty theologi
cally and on a practical level.
So much for negative conclusions. I
add one corollary. If in fact no human
being is more natural than anyone else,
one might also believe that "a state of
nature" is getting harder and harder to
find and may not exist. Professor
Richard Stallard tells me that a
working definition of a species, among
sexually reproducing animals, is "able
to produce fertile offspring in a state of
nature." But since people have been
practically everywhere on earth, and
have influenced the world, there are no
real states of nature left. On a
wilderness trip, for example, good
campers are trained to create the
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illusion that no human being has been
in the territory; when they leave a site,
they erase all traces of their habitation
so that the next campers can enjoy that
illusion, but it is an illusion; one's
feeling of joy at coming over a hill and
sighting a lake so pure that no human
being has ever visited it must always be
illusory. The cover of the book Earth
Might Be Fair shows such a lake, an
idyllic, wooded, secluded spot, and
only on close inspection does one
realize, by making out the sight of a
flag, that it is a golf course.
Unhappily, then, we are necessarily
deluding ourselves if we urge one
another to try not to influence the
ecology. The question is rather, "With
which little memes are we going to
influence the ecology?"13 We cannot
but make a difference to our en
vironment, for even the forest itself is
not free of human interference.
1. Colin Turnbull, The Forest People. Simon
and Schuster, 1962, Page 272.
2. Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness.
Norton Critical Edition, edited by Robert
Kimbrough, revised 1971. Page 14.
3. Conrad, pages 36-7.
4. Ibid.
5. Plato, Phaedo, 89Dff.
6. C. S. Lewis, Studies in \Nords. Cam
bridge, 1960. Pp. 24-37.
7. Lewis, pp. 38-40.
8. Lewis, pp. 41-42.
9. Clifford Geertz, "The Impact of the
Concept of Culture on the Concept of
Man." From The Interpretation of
Cultures, by Clifford Geertz. Basic
Books, 1973. Page 49.
10. The five distinctions are from Lewis: pp.
42-74.
11. Lecture given by Cyrus Banning in the
I.P.H.S. forum, 21 April, 1978.
12. Thucydides, 1.23.
13. The term "meme" means "cultural unit."
It was coined by Richard Dawkins, The
Selfish Gene. Oxford, 1976. P. 206. He
hopes it will enter current usage and
become as ordinary a word as "gene." I
hope it will not and use it in this paper (a)
through nostalgia for last summer's
seminar and the hilarity roused by
phrases like "the meme pool," and (b) to
make fun of it.

The Cloud Catcher
He was a humble participant in the days that followed the birth of his
invention. player of Aminor roles in the dreams of others. His friends spoke
m wonder of his mysterious absence. Out of work but working on something.
A preoccupied blank to them. His concern was with the clouds.
Were
clouds simply glorious clusters of naked ghosts in revel ? He sent up
many kites in search of an answer.
CumuloNimbus must have been a Roman tightrope walker, long since
dead, a ghost for moons upon moons. Still chasing a circus dancer that he
knew in flesh. Now she was fine cloud linen with bones of uncracked lisht6
ning.
His invention centered on the electromagnetic nature of ice crystals. It
effected cloud condensation and transportation. The key key was a ruby laser
beam, rubies in his basement, rubies in the clouds.
He sat on the bleachers with his invention. It was a local high school
basketball team in action against the big rival from across the river. He sat
quietly with his invention. When the score was tied at 33 on the second
quarter he aimed his invention through the window and into the heavens. A
fat cloud was ballooning by. Snap went the ruby. Down went the kamikaze
cloud with the gymnasium in its sights.
The game was so exciting that nobody noticed the cloud sneaking
through the window. Soon the air was cool cotton and you couldn't see the
person sitting next to you. Everybody was breathing champagne. The only
sound that could be heard was the basketball dribbling itself across the floor
and into some corner.
The voices of the ghosts must work on a different freqency he thought
hounds could hear the ™ked laughter. Dogs for miles around
L I
barked like mad all afternoon.
Charles Worthen

Look, guys,
I don't mind
when you come in to watch me waitress,
buy a small coke and shoot strawpapers,
occuping 3 noisy tables for 4 hours
while the air is full of popcorn
and the discordant strains
of the nightly bar sing-along
and we run out of everything
but hot peppers and anchovies
and the tab imagines itself
Old Faithful —
all over that damned
constipated ice cream machine
but when
those little Nazi reservists
go on their monthly stomp,
quartering me, hip bones to bellybutton,
the same night,
at the 19th repetition
of your favorite story
about the hilarious fellow
who sat behind you,
in 7th grade homeroom,
I may not laugh.
Brooke Bovard
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Methuselah

by Woody Newman

You might say I'm tired,
Only I'm too tired to tell you.
I've lived for no one —
My life is a beach of smooth, smooth pebbles;
I crawl over it,
Remembering little.
The days detatch themselves
Like a litter of mice
From dark, empty nipples.
The years worm by,
Stale, with no difference to my senses.
A centipede trips on a twig
And lies there,
Bellyful of legs clawing the air —
I am not connected.

f

Famished beast that I am,
I've eaten all the altars on the mountain,
I've eaten all the cresses on the hill.
And now that I'm tired
There are no gods to claim me.
The mongoose who bit the serpent
In the head
Is sleeping in his hole in the garden.
In a field of crickets
Grinding their knives
I am the last, I am the last.
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The Landscape of A Winter Sky
by George Nelson
Rolling away at even intervals
yellowing husks of severed stalks
rhythmically interrupt the year's first snow
as it stretches to cover the corn field.
The land browns as it reaches farther on
for the rocks which securely wall the farm.
My vision follows, then spills beyond the boundary
where stray red boxes are glimpsed within
the miles of tangled and meshed black limbs.
I sweep my eyes along the climbing slope
to an arbitrary line,
drawn forcibly by a wavering hand,
that distinctly frames the earth before me.
From this edge I look upward still across
the clouds, fattened with the end of Autumn,
and rolling heavily over my uplifted face.
1 lean back further and start to fall
into a glide as my arms take flight
in wide embrace of all the billowing gloom above.
My palms outstretch to touch the frozen day
as though they wished to know
or thought the world could also feel
the power of the finger-creaking cold . . .
A peaceful flurry drifts away from where
my limbs and body make their spreading
impact on the snow. And soon
the wind settles new flakes bridging across
me as I lie staring at
the vastly reaching dark grey Winter sky.
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The Role of Suffering in
The Brothers Karamozov
by Maryanne Ward
In his major novels Dostoevsky
explores the ways in which man may
work out his salvation in this world.
There is no simple formula, for each
man is different, but an underlying
theme common to all emerges —
salvation comes through suffering and
thus suffering is a necessary part of the
Christian life.
This theme provides the basis for
The Brothers Karamazov. There are,
however, some assumptions about the
role and nature of suffering which .ire
taken for granted in The Brothers
Karamazov which are crucial to an
understanding of the novel. By starting
with a brief look at Crime and Punish
ment which deals with a single
character and a very specific crime
Dostoevsky's attitude toward suffering
can be better illustrated.
In
Crime and
Punishment
Raskolnikov appears to begin his
spiritual awakening only in the
Epilogue which takes place in Siberia.
It is there that he finally emerges from
his sickness and depression with the
help of Sonya who has been with him
through the long struggle. Reading the
novel, one becomes aware of two ar
tistic problems that faced Dostoevsky
in dealing with this awakening: how to
present a religious conversion credibly
and how to make those who are agents
for good in this world believably ef
fective. Indeed, one of the strongest
criticisms of the conclusion of Crime
and Punishment is that after being so
intimately aware of Raskolnikov's
thought process before, during, and
after the crime, we watch the con
version from the outside once he
reaches Siberia.
Maryanne Ward teaches Russian Literature in
M»dern Foreign Language Depart ment. She
received her Masters from the University of

The agent for his conversion also
comes under critical attack. Sonya, the
child-prostitute, is so submissive, so
meek and so humble that she borders
on caricature. We find it hard to
believe that a character as complex as
Raskolnikov could really be attracted
to or influenced by such an individual.
However, this is not as troublesome for
a Russian reader as it is for those
reading the novel unaware of the
religious tradition on which it is based
and to which it makes its emotional
appeal. For if Raskolnikov represents
the Russian soul tainted by the study of
Western philosophy, Sonya is the
embodiment of what is called kenosis
in Russian Orthodoxy. The term comes
from St. Paul's epistles and was
brought to Russia by the missionaries
from Byzantium. It refers to Christ's
emptying himself for man. For the
Russians from the first generation after
their conversion the notion of kenosis
became central to their faith. It was at
its simplest a call to follow Christ in
suffering, the nature and the cause of
the suffering being secondary. The
acceptance of suffering was enough.
This principle was established at the
very beginning of the Russian Church.
It is, perhaps, no casual circumstance
that the greatest among the ancient
Russian saints and the first canonized
by the Church, belong to a peculiar
national type which can be designated
by the name of "kenotic." Indeed, the
princes Boris and Gleb, the sons of
Vladimir, were the first saints
canonized by the Russian Church after
its foundation by their father
Boris and Gleb were not martyrs for
faith. They fell victim of a political
crime in a feudal strife, as many before
and after them. Their murderer,
Sviatolpolk, who began to slaughter his
brothers in trying to establish a
monarchy in Russia, only imitated his
father, Vladimir, in the latter's heathen
years.
29

Although details vary from one
version of their lives to another one
element remains constant. Each writer
stresses that they accepted suffering
and death in ". . . the spirit of
voluntary suffering — at least in the
form of nonresistance . . .
The
impact of the lives of these boys is not
to be discounted. (An interesting
contrast could be set up between Boris
and Gleb and the princes in the tower
slaughtered presumably at the order of
Richard III. In England the murders
were grounds for outrage or pity, but
certainly not for sainthood.)
Most of the Russian martyrs for faith
are forgotten by the Russian people.
None among them could rival in the
veneration of the Church, Boris and
Gleb, the sufferers.
It may appear at first that
Raskolnikov's spiritual awakening
begins only in the Epilogue to Crime
and Punishment, but the moment of
conversion actually occurs earlier. The
time in Siberia is a time of healing, in
which his body and mind are able to
come back into harmony with his
spirit. His real suffering was the mental
struggle, his gradual realization that he
was not the superior being he had
envisioned. When the last bit of
resistance is gone, he acknowledges not
only his crime, but his shared
humanity. It is Sonya, who has
sacrificed herself for others, who in
stinctively senses the complete nature
of his crime.
He suddenly remembered Sonya's
words: 'Go to the crossroads; bow
down before the people, and kiss the
ground, because you are guilty before
them, and say aloud to all the world, "I
am a murderer."
This humilating action, far more
difficult than the simple confession to
the police that he committed the
murders, is symbolic of his renun
ciation of his former views and his
acceptance of punishment in whatever

form the law requires. But, in terms of
the recovery of his soul, the suffering he
has already undergone in struggling
with his guilt has had its effect and he is
already on the path which will lead
him to God.
The Brothers Karamazov, written
fifteen years after Crime and Punish
ment is based on the same assumptions
concerning the importance of suffering
for the human soul. In this novel he
uses the sufferings each character must
undergo as a means to help us un
derstand more fully the nature of sin.
The Brothers Karamazov clearly states
the problems facing individuals of
varying temperaments and spiritual
conditions as they seek or are led
towards the path to salvation.
Salvation, except in the cases of Father
Zossima and Ilusha, is not attained by
any one of the characters when the
novel ends. The way to salvation is
clearly indicated for the brothers and
there is hope that each in his own way
will choose to follow Christ having
been made aware of his own guilt.
The key again lies in the acceptance
of suffering. And with it the realization
that the burden of guilt you bear is too
great and that you must turn to God.
The image of Chirst suffering in the
garden the night before the crucifixion

asking that he be spared, but yet
willing to do the Father's will is one
frequently recalled in this context. To
try and face your guilt on purely
human terms is destructive. On the
otherhand, to be free from the feeling
of guilt rules out the possibility of
finding the humility needed to turn to
Christ and follow him. It is for this
reason that Dostoevsky believed the
Roman Catholic reliance on confession
and symbolic penance to be corrupt.
The chapter entitled "The Grand
Inquisitor" takes up a variety of
religious and ethical questions, but
central to the theme of the book is that
of responsibility and freedom. The
most important freedom man has is the
opportunity to respond to Christ's
demand that men choose to follow
Him, taking responsibility for their own
failures, suffering in knowledge of their
guilt and then asking for His help in
overcoming weakness. Under the
system of the Grand Inquisitor man
surrenders the responsibility for their
actions to the Church in order to be
spared the sufferings which must
naturally follow. In doing so they give
up their freedom.
Oh, we shall allow them even sin, fhey
are weak and helpless, and they will
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love us like children because we allow
them to sin. We shall tell them that
every sin will be expiated, if it is done
with our permission, that we allow
them to sin because we love them, and
the punishment for these sins we take
upon ourselves. And we shall take it
upon ourselves, and they will adore us
as their saviours who have taken on
themselves their sins before God.

The brothers and those around them
are free to choose between good and
evil, and are free to accept suffering or
reject it. Yet each man is different and
the obstacles to a clear vision of the
way to salvation are not the same for
all. Dostoevsky uses the three brothers
to represent what in Christian theology
are seen as the three parts of man
(body, mind, and spirit), and thus is
able to illustrate his theme taking in all
aspects of human nature, if not their
variations. He shows us how at every
level man can benefit through suf
fering. It should be noted that suffering
here is not necessarily of a physical
nature; frequently it involves
humiliation, spiritual or mental suf
fering. A close look at each of the
brothers will demonstrate how
carefully Dostoevsky has worked out
his major theme, and to what extent he
has solved the artistic problems
surrounding it.
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Of the two dangers to the spirit, the
sins of the mind far outweigh the sins
of the body. Dostoevsky carefully
documents the extent of Dmitri's
sensuality through a number of
episodes in the present and tales of his
past life. In Dostoevsky's opinion,
however, a man like Dmitri, if he has
any conscience at all, will eventually
become disgusted with himself. At that
point his self-disgust can put him on
the path to salvation, if he realizes the
depths of his degradation and begins to
suffer remorse. If, however, as in the
case of Fyodor Karamazov, he can
search and find a rationalization for his
actions, such as Ivan's "all is per
mitted,' then he will only fall deeper
into sin. Throughout the novel,
Dostoevsky makes it quite clear that
the seeds of conversion are within
Dmitri's character.
^ ou have to deal with a man of
honour, a man of the highest honour;
above all — don't lose sight of it — a
man who's done a lot of nasty things,
but has always been and still is,
honourable at bottom, in his inner
being. I don't know how to express it.
That s just what's made me wretched all
my life, that I yearned to be
honourable, that I was, so to say, a
martyr to a sense of honour, seeking
for it with a lantern, with the lantern of
Diogenes and yet all my life I've been
doing filthy things like all of us,
gentlemen . . . that is like me alone, (p.
561)

As with the other brothers, Dmitri's
suffering is directly connected to the
source of his guilt. Dmitri, who has
sinned through his body, must face his
accusers naked.
It's like a dream, I've sometimes
dreamed of being in such degrading
positions," It was a misery for him to
take off his socks. They were very dirty
and so were his underclothes, and now
everyone could see it. (p. 587)

He is then forced to wear someone
else's clothes.
Dressed in another man's clothes he felt
himself disgraced, even in the eyes of
the peasants, and
of
Trifon
Borissovitch, whose face appeared, for
some reason, in the doorway, and
vanished immediately, (p. 589)

This begins his degradation, which
continues through the long trial. His
altering and the "dream of the babe"
force him to recognize his own guilt
<md the guilt of all mankind. He has
n°t killed his father, but he is guilty all
the same.

"It's for that babe I am going to Siberia
now. I am not a murderer, but I must
go to Siberia." (p. 692)

man's burdens so far. The other
brothers are convinced that he will
recover, and this "recovery" may
signal the beginning of Ivan's search
for faith. But he has a longer way to go
than anyone else, and has more to
attone for. As the book ends, Ivan is
suffering, but in Dostoevsky's terms
this is definitely a good sign.
As we saw in the case of Ivan, the
rationalist in crisis has only himself to
rely on and therefore is completely
incapacitated. Alyosha, on the other
hand, with faith in God and his
fellowman can in a time of crisis like
his father's death realize his own guilt,
but still go on trusting in God's mercy
and the value of contrition. While Ivan
is unable to go to Lise, who desperately
wants and needs his help, Alyosha,
even during the trial, is able to con
tinue his work with the boys. This not
only demonstrates what Alyosha's
mission is to be, but also how he will
be able to continue that mission,
despite the suffering Father Zossima
perdicts for him.
Alyosha, handsome and virile, is
Dostoevsky's attempt to create the
truly good, although not perfect man.
He is already committed to the quest
for salvation at the beginning of the
novel and is part of a monastic
community. There he is under the
guidance of Father Zossima who sees
that Alyosha is seeking to avoid the
very experiences which will try and
purify his soul. He is avoiding temp
tation and therefore suffering.
Alyosha knows that he is a Karamazov
and a sensualist like his father and
brother, Dimitri; he wishes to deny his
nature rather than conquer it. Father
Zossima allows him to stay at the
monastary for a time, but then sends
him into the world to deal with his own
fallibility.

Dmitri is not saved, but he has begun
his pilgrimage, the final goal of which
is salvation.
In terms of the problems of
characterization it has always been
easier to work with those like Fyodor
and Dmitri who represent the sensual
aspect of man's nature. The sins of the
flesh are quite familiar and rather
easily portrayed. Moreover, the
characters can be credibily brought to
repentance for the destructive effects of
these sins on the character and those
around him are quite visible. The
creation of a character of intellect and
bringing him to a knowledge and
acceptance of God is far more
challenging. Too often writers have
asserted intelligence in a character, but
failed to substantiate their assertion
with dialogue worthy of such a
character. In the case of Ivan
Dostoevsky does not fail in this regard.
Ivan's brilliant arguments occupy a
major portion of the novel. We know
exactly on what grounds Ivan has
rejected God — his arguments con
cerning the suffering of innocent
children are telling. He cannot bring
himself to see any value in that suf
fering.
From his critique of the Church in
The Grand Inquisitor" and his views
on what the ideal church would be it is
evident that Ivan has thought long and
hard about this problem. Unlike
Rakitin, the rational, liberal, cynical
and thoroughly opportunistic divinity
student, Ivan has had to struggle to
achieve his "atheism;" it is not just a
fashionable pose, rather the only stand
he feels to be honest. Ivan is intelligent
enough to see the natural conclusion of
his stand, that "all is permitted." What
"I bless you for great service in the
he does not fully understand are the
world. Your's will be a long pilgrimage.
logical consequences of his reasoning
And you will have to take a wife, too.
when transformed into action by a
You will have to bear all before you
man like Smerdyakov. Ivan, who was
come back. There will be much to do.
so concerned with God's failings, is
But I don't doubt of you, and so I send
you forth. Christ is with you. Do not
suddenly confronted on a small scale
abandon Him and He will not abandon
with what a world based on his own
you. You will see great sorrow, and in
teachings would be like. The mental
that sorrow you will be happy. That is
struggle is too great for him, and we
my last message to you: in sorrow seek
are told he contracts "brain fever."
happiness." (p. 87)
Ivan is made to realize his own guilt
Sorrow, submission and suffering
and the problems of trying to rely on
are part of the life of the Orothodox
pure rationality, which can only bear
Christian, without them a man cannot
31

follow Christ in kenosis. What some
have seen as a masochistic tendency in
many of Dostoevsky's characters is
merely a manifestation of this
peculiarly Russian interpretation of
what constitues a holy life. It is the
lives of Boris and Gleb which sym
bolize for Russians the passivism which
was dominant in Eastern religious
thought. In opposition to Ivan's "all is
permitted" Dostoevsky would stress
that all must be endured for even the
best of men are guilty by virture of our

shared humanity. If Ivan's innocent
children must suffer so too must guilty
man. In the false spiritual Utopia
created by the Grand Inquisitor man
loses the freedom to follow Christ as
He wishes to be followed and thus
cannot save his soul.
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Vulture
It's like all of the howling eternity
hungry and waiting for years,
black as a vulture and welded to a twig.
His beak is calcified, lime streaked
and brittle as the broken pain of bones.
Grease-black and pipe-slung, his neck sways
beneath the shouldered hunch of wings.
And his eyes are clouded steel, reflecting blind
and me; doubled small and curved around the rim.
I find him at the sudden cliffs and ledges
where words end and clouds dissolve,
soundless, without an echo
in that wide eternity of blue.
Rebecca Warren
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Fragment
What I remember
as by the rhapsody of dream:
the silken curves of his body,
balls, thighs and calves —
gently-haired ass especially —
Sprawling all boyish in size and smile,
the kissing of his mouth with mine,
touching of teeth, tongues twined,
or else the trip of lilting lip
over nipple, the thrill
of moist tongue over close-busomed heart,
fired center of the body's love;
19-yr.-old long-haired beauty, running
my mouth from soft throat down your hairless chest
and below
to sexy wisp's whip wave
of navel hair, the travel
of our young hands everywhere.
Voluptuous nuptials of unmarried youth,
smell of sweat and skin, warm perfume
of sperm—
which is what I lost on waking:
non-human forms of shadowed delight
no longer
one heaving caress and sigh —

Frank Bianchi
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Philip Hooker

The Craftsman's Grace
Perhaps the workman was anxious
for his evening beer and carelessly rushed
the mold. It didn't strike me then;
there was only the early sun grinding my eyes
as I gently rocked my neck from side
to side working smooth my evening of beers.
And then there was a goldfish on the glass
sliding back and forth through the maples
with the movement of an arcing dolphin
breaking ahead of the bow of a yacht
and vanishing in the wash
of the next window pane.
George Nelson
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Betsy Laitner

Hungover Lazy-Suzan
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Finis Grammaticus
The end of the world
was a pass-fail exam

when the misspelled universe
got its red-pen comeuppance
from an English teacher diety
who just got tired
of run-on hyperbole
and dangling modifers
from the endless darwinistic struggle
for a higher class rank
on the ladder of being —
sublunary still.
Brooke Bovard
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Chicago.
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pearance in Hika. He is majoring in English.
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be the new coordinator of the Kenyon Poetry
Society.

40

March 1

the deadline
is
.. ..

For the next issue o/Hika. We need:
Poetry
Book Reviews
Short Stories
Essays
Photography
Criticisms
Art

Submit to Peirce 3 (PBX 2306).

Hika also awards three prizes:
• The Charles Monroe Coffin Prize for fiction
• The Edgar Bogardus Prize for poetry
• The Denham Sutcliffe Prize for criticism
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